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defence works. On the Rhine, north of Strasbourg, an
enthusiastic colonel took me from one concrete emplace-
ment to another ; day and night soldiers were feverishly
working.
" Fine concrete," he kept on muttering as we strode
through the woods along the Rhine bank; "they'll never
get through this! Magnificent concrete ! "
I asked if the Germans had such good concrete on the
other side of the Rhine, a few hundred yards away.
" Oh, no,'5 said the colonel, rather coldly, " nothing
like so good."
"Is there any reason," I asked, "why you should
not attack to prevent them making their defences
stronger ? "
The colonel smiled reprovingly at me as if I had made
a blasphemous remark, but he was too broadminded to
take offence at it. He made no reply. The truth was
that nobody wanted to attack ; their job was to go on
making concrete until the Germans took the initiative.
On both sides of the Rhine they were building hard,
often in full view of each other, but the Germans did not
fire on the French, nor the French on the Germans.
Every evening a few salvoes were exchanged to relieve
the infinite boredom. I spent a night at a well-defended
outpost on the banks of the Ridne, and in the morning
I walked along die trenches to the look-out post on the
water's edge. Across the river a young German was
standing in the sun, naked to the waist, washing himself.
It annoyed me that it should be possible for him to go on
washing calmly there with two madbine-guas on the